the skin burst, blood oozed out of the wounds and ran in
zigzags, sticking to hairs and collecting in hollows The
tissues broke, and mangled, dead flesh came away in bits
and pieces, stripping the cartilages, on which bloody
tatters quivered
'Look,' whispered the Baron, 'look, Einsteinf Now are
you a Communist'* You are, aren't you?'
'No,' said Sermon   'I am not a Communist'
Head down, the Baron plunged towards the door of
the prison He walked away with long strides, drinking m
the fresh air giccdily His scar, the mark of a sabre-cut,
was hurting him He sc arccly saw the figures which hur-
ried out of his way He slashed at bushes and telegraph-
posts with his whip
What weic they made of, these men whom nothing
would force to speak neither suffering, nor friendship?
There WAS nothing to be got out of them but their blood
Ungcrn felt leaden, he felt thirsty, he felt stifled He
came to a standstill, and raised his hand to his forehead
A sudden, sharp pain stuick him in the temple, like a
stone thrown through the window of a tram in motion